DANILOV
as though cheated of a well-earned decoration. In peace
time he had worked in the Moscow coalfields, and the
coal dust was deeply engrained in the lines of his face,
making the childlike blue of his eyes all the more
dazzling.
Sukhoyedov stood by the window and did not come
forward to meet Danilov, merely turned his head for a
second and beckoned him with his finger. Danilov went
up to him. Sukhoyedov looked a different man. Not
bitter, not resentful. Like a hunter following the track
of a beast.
"Can you see him, over there?" he whispered.
On the horizon, behind the low dark line of the
forest, they could distinguish a faint vacillating light.
Suddenly the beam of a searchlight leaped into the sky
and moved to the right and to the left, leisurely, sound-
less, not too brilliant. Another one side-stepped, they met,
stopped for a moment and parted, groping about in the
sky.
"We're trying to find him," Sukhoyedov said sternly.
"Can you hear anything?"
"No, nothing."
Sukhoyedov remained silent, listening.
"He's banging away," he said lazily, "Banging away
somewhere for all he's worth." And taking his pouch
out of his pocket he began to twirl a cigarette.
"Smoke?" he asked, handing the pouch to Danilov.  If
"No, I don't"
"All the better for you, too," said Sukhoyedov, "It
gives you a hell of a cough in the mornings. And the
non-smoking soldier has a much easier time of it; a load
off his shoulders not to have to bother about tobacco.
Don't you get the habit. Once you've got it, it's the
end."
Danilov smiled.
"I've lived thirty-eight years without being tempted,
I guess I won't start now."
Sukhoyedov raised his eyebrows in childish surprise.
"What, you're thirty-eight?"
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